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Author's Notes: 
don't judge this one too quickly.it's.well, you'll see. ) 


He was gorgeous. 
Downright... delicious, even. 


| found it hard to believe, at the moment, that | hadn't noticed this simple fact before. But there he was, in all 
his glory, and at last my eyes were opened to his truths. What, then, was changed? That | might be affected 
so greatly in a heartbeat, just staring at him. For | could recall in my mind countless times in the past, when | 
had found myself lost in those same blue/gray eyes that | was lost in now. Numerous instances when my 
blood would run hot just losing myself in that jet-black mane of hair. | looked him over cautiously, afraid if | 
stared too hard he would get shy, look down, or just walk away. So | watched, carefully running my gaze over 


those eyes, that hair, down the gentle sloping of his nose..to.. 


Oh _hell_ yes. 


There they were. 

Slicked in glitter-pink, an open-mouth pout. Those lips were sure to be my demise. They were plump, full, 
deadly curves of shining flesh that parted, due to their design. | had never noticed those lips. Noticed as a 
dude, sure, but as a man..? As someone who should have known it better than anybody else? | looked away and 
so did he. ‘| should say something’, | thought. But what could | possibly say? 

„what did | _want_ to say..? 


| didn't. | just thought it instead. | want to kiss you, Tom. | want to feel my mouth on that-over that-all over 
yours . My pants were getting tighter by the second. This was it. | had to have him. 


So | lifted my head and was surprised for a moment that there he was, looking back at me-eyebrows raised, 


mouth dropped open even more, waiting..expecting.. 


| decided that if | was going to do this, | would have to play it cool. | took a deep breath.and smiled. He did too. 


Just a little one, not so much tempting as..inviting. 

‘Can this be so easy” My heart was racing now. ‘Does he want it, too?" 

| bent forward a bit, breaching the distance between us, breathing into his open mouth. It felt hot. Anticipating 
what my lips would feel like mingled with his, | flicked my tongue out. He didn't pull away, his eyes staring so 
innocently into mine. He _did_want it. My heart skipped a beat. | backed up and tried again. Licked the surface 
of his lips. | found him mimicking my movements perfectly, and our mouths became fully engaged, moving in a 
matched rhythm. 

| frowned. 

No, something wasn't right. 

When everything should have been perfect.it was off. 

| blinked. 

_Why_? 


Maybe | just needed to do it harder.. 


| mashed our mouths together, Tom fighting along with me, | crawled onto the counter to meet his body, 
pressing, pushing... 


"Tom..?" 


My blood went cold. 

ERIC. 

| tried to peel my mouth off the bathroom mirror, but my mouth was stuck solid due to the suction By the 
time | managed to pull away with a resounding, ridiculous "pop", and flipped off the counter and onto the Tile 
floor, Eric had company. 


Jeff was grinning beside him, crunching his way through a bag of Doritos. My face flushed. 


"Well.was it good?" I'll never quite understand how Jeff was always able to smirk and stuff his face with chips 


at the same time. Talent, | guess. 

Eric said nothing. 

He wasn't finding this funny. At —all_. 

"Eric, | uh." | managed to twist myself off the floor. My throat was dry and | choked on the only drop of spit 
left. My eyes felt wet. | wanted to run, or to shut the goddamn door, but the two of them were standing right 
in the fucking way, regardless of which | would have chosen 

| was momentarily relieved when Eric turned on his heel and walked away. | say "momentarily" because that's 
all there was. A moment for me to sigh because he was gone. Until it hit me that he was _gone_. Disgusted. 
Appalled. 

It's not like me to panic, but.. 

| had to go after him. 

| had to save myself. 

And in some odd way, that meant doing both. 

| more than brushed past Jeff, who sidled for a moment before hitting the wall. He laughed and dropped the 
Doritos, Dammit-I should have known that he was doped up again. That's the only reason he reacted the way 
that he did.and fuck that he didn't get Eric doped up with him. Just my luck | bolt it for the hotel lobby. 
_Kissing my own reflection... 


‘What the FUCK, Tom? What were you fucking thinking? Are you desperate? Or just gay? Or what." 


The walls spun in motion and suddenly | was out in the hall, with no clue which way was down, let alone where 


Eric had gone off to... Suddenly | am jerked back by the arm into a darker hallway and pushed against the 
doorjamb, with the handle digging into the small of my back 


"What the FUCK, Tom?" Eric shoved at me and then pushed away, backing off to look at me. 

"What the hell is YOUR problem?", | fired back. Which, you know, given the circumstances, it may not have 
made a lot of sense to ask Eric what _his_ problem was But it was a cheap defense that bought me time, got 
him off my back. 

Eric cocked his head to the side and narrowed his eyes, inspecting my face. | got off the door handle but 
moved no closer to Eric. He was freaking me out. On purpose. A purpose which | wasn't clear about. And he 
didn't want me to be. 

He tipped my chin with his fingers and inspected my eyes. "You doin’ shit again, Tom?" 

| slapped his hand away. "No." 

"Well then what the hell is your issue?" 

"Mine?!" | puffed. | was embarrassed as hell, yes, but that didn't mean | was about to let Eric have his way. 
Slowly | gained back my pride and took a small step forward, aiming a finger at him. "You're the one actin’ like a 
fucking maniac about it!" | could still feel the heat on my cheeks. 

Eric muttered something to his shoes and shook his head. 


"What did you say?" Like FUCK I'll let you do that to me you sonofabitch: 


"| said you're a fucking queer! Jesus, Tom! That-that's just-Now the hotel's gonna have to disinfect the fucking 
mirror cuz YOU got hot about yourself and decided to fucking MAKE OUT with it!" 


| blinked. Stepped back to meet the wall again and bit my lip. This was true. | couldn't argue the fact that | had 
made an idiot of myself..didn't even lock the door..didn't even shut it.. 


Then a thought occurred to me. 


| took my step forward again, narrowing my eyes and preparing myself for the blow | was about to deliver. 


"You jack off! 
Eric blinked. "What?" 


"You dol" | shouted. Eric was suddenly looking around in a panic, praying that there was nobody around to hear 
my accusation. "You jack off in the fucking shower!" 


Eric went red. "How-how do you fucking know that, man? I-I've got more groupies than you and.. an-" 


| couldn't stop my grin. Ah yes-victory was mine again. It was Eric who was quaking in his boots this time. 
Little did he know, however.that | didn't have a fucking clue that he really did jack off in the shower. Until he 
_let_ me know. | tried other tactics, then-things that would make him look worse, much worse than me, or 
what | had done. And | surprised myself by my imagination on the topic. "You do it in the shower with your 
pants on and your..dick hanging out and shit! You jack off to Led Zeppelin while you're stoned off your ass and 
lying on MY amps, you bastard!" Eric was shrinking like a snake in the grass and | was feeding off the power 
-he_ was supplying me with. And | didn't even know what the hell | was talking about..until that point where | 


would stare into his eyes-and everything | said-was true. 


"| fucking do NOT!" Eric tried walking away from me but | only got louder as he did. | followed him down the 
hall, trying to keep a hold on the laughter | felt welling up inside of me. 


"You do it in the towels backstage," | kept on going, grabbing his arm to keep up with him. "On the plane, dude! 
In the motherfucking CAR rentals!" 


"On a boat, in a moat?" A familiar voice chimed as we passed a magazine rack in the lobby. Fred grinned 
innocently at us, as he obviously had no clue what we were "discussing", and just thought he'd join in. He 
peered over a Rock magazine and grinned. "See? It's you." He flipped a page and pointed to a two-page layout of 
another Long Cold Winter poster, this time just me, a centerfold for the glam rock revolution | recalled briefly 
doing that particular shoot about two weeks back. 


And that's when Eric decided to bolt. 


| left Fred and his magazine and caught up to Eric in the middle of the parking lot. The sun hit me like a 
complete heat wave as soon as | burst through the doors of the call-too-cozy, air-conditioned hotel. By the 
time | reached him, Eric was still blowing off his steam, aimlessly wandering the lot. He had forgotten that he 
had no car. Instead, he circled a few sleek-looking Mazda's and planted his thumbs in his pockets. 


"Look." | was out of breath and still holding back a few leashed snickers at this point. | could feel the sun 


warming my face and my bare arms. "My point is.." 


"| get it, | get it," he muttered. He stared into the back windows of the two cars. Guitars are more my style, 
but | think |, too, could admire any machine that looked that good. 


So we were both defeated and embarassed in a way. But it seemed the war was over, and without word, a 
truce was made. He finally turned back around to face me and when he saw me squint he smiles. "Wanna go 
back inside?" 


The sun is torture to a fair-skinned guy like me. | nodded singly and we began heading back to the hotel, back 
to the air conditioning and the shade. 


"So...You never asked a chick?" 

| stopped to look at him. What was that supposed to mean? 

Eric grinned and continued walking. "How your lips felt, | mean" 

| blinked. lt was an honest question, but.a weird one, | thought. | shook my head. 
Eric looked back at me and shrugged. "Just asking.” 

| ran to catch up with him. "Did _you_ ever ask a chick?" 


"Ask what." He swung the hotel door open and a cool blast of purified Californian air blew through my black 


hair. 
"How it felt when you jacked off?" 
Eric smirked and rubbed his knuckles into my scalp. "C'mere, you..” 


He slung an arm across my shoulders and brought me into his side. We stumbled our way through the lobby, 
laughing. 


Fred was still waiting for us at the mag rack when we passed it. Again, he held up the magazine and pushed it 
at my nose, and grinned, pointing to the caption under my larger-than-life photo. 


"Love those lips," | read, grinning. Apparently, my fans thought the same as | did.at least, the chicks. 
Well, we all have our vices anyways. 


Mine just happen to be very large, very round, and very kissable. 


